Shall I your beauties with the moon compare ?
She's faithless, you a single purpose own,
Or to the general sun, who everywhere
goes common with his light;  you walk alone?
And you are such that envy must despair
of finding in my praise aught to condone,
who have no likeness since there*s naught as fair,
yourself your god, your star, Fate's overtone*
Those mad or rash, who make some other woman
your rival, hurt themselves when they would hurt
you,
so far your excellence their dearth outpaces*
Either your body shields some noble demon,
or mortal you image immortal virtue,
or Pallas you or first among the Graces.